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The  Poetry  of  Father  Dollard. 

(An  Appreciation.) 

WOR  a  writer  in  these  days  of  au  extraordinary  literary 
-2r  out-put  to  achieve  a  continental  reputation  is  an  admis- 
sion on  the  part  of  advanced  critics  and  reviewers  that 
he  has  crossed  the  boundary  of  mediocrity  and  is  in  sight  of 
th»»  '••03*'erp  of  fame  and  greatness. 

.   tremely  difficult  for  a  writer  of  poetic  excellence — 
^'     ;  it  he  be  a  Catholic — to  secure  recognition  from  the 

t   •"  ^blic.    The  overwhelming  majority  of  the  great  com- 

pooc.o  of  ou  ames  have  won  applause  and  appreciation  by 
sheer  hard  work,  for  in  literature,  as  in  all  other  fields  of 
endeavour,  success  may  be  won  only  b/  persistency,  by 
industry  and,  of  course,  by  inherent  merit. 

A  genius,  and  particularly  a  poetic  genius,  does  not  often 
appear  above  the  horizon  of  letters,  for  great  poets  are  bom, 
not  manufactured  to  order,  nor  created  by  the  will  of  man 

It  would  be  impossible  for  Father  Dollard  by  any  process 
of  thought,  or  by  insistent  study  of  the  machinery  of  composi- 
tion to  reach  the  heights  of  great  excellence  where  he  now 
rests,  if  he  were  not  dowered  by  nature  with  the  gift  of  lofty 
thought  and  a  mastership  of  style  and  composition. 

The  reputation  which  this  poet-priest  has  deservedly 
earned  in  poetic  literature  has  come  to  him  unsought,  for  at 
no  time  has  he  posed  as  a  professional  writer.  Thomas  Bailey 
Aldrich  was  of  the  opinion  that  writers  of  talent  need  relief 
from  financial  worry  and  from  extraneous  occupations  that 
they  may  do  their  best  work.  This  he  said  before  he  att  lined 
middle  life  and  before  he  had  found  a  Maecenas.  In  after  life 
he  regretted  b'^  was  lifted  above  the  necessity  of  earning  his 
bread  by  his  pen,  admitting  that  the  effect  upon  his  poetic 
aspirations  of  the  comfort  and  leisure  assured  him  by  a  rich 
aad  generous  admirer  retarded  the  march  of  his  thoughts. 
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He  contended  that  in  poverty  and  solitude  he  would  have  done 
better  work.    He  insists  that : 

A  man  ought  to  live  in  a  garret  aloof, 

Have  few  friends  and  go  poorly  clad, 

With  an  old  hat  stopping  the  chink  in  the  roof 
To  keep  the  goddess  constant  and  glad. 

Tennyson  went  even  further  when  he  said:  "Divine  dissatis- 
faction, sorrow  and  suft'ering  Bre  the  altar  steps  by  which 
genius  develops  and  bears  goodly  fruit." 

Notwithstanding  the  high  authority  of  Tennyson  and 
Aldrich — neither  of  whom  died  in  a  poorhouse — we  are  of  the 
opinion  that  very  meritorious  literary  work  is  done  under  all 
conditions  and  in  all  circumstances.  The  poems  and  prose 
writings  of  Father  Dollard,  which  rank  in  the  advance  line  of 
modem  literature,  have  been  done  intermittently  in  hours 
stolen  from  the  night,  and  in  times  of  repose  between  the  mani- 
fold duties  of  a  busy  pastor's  life.  Shrinking  from  self  dis- 
play' and  tlie  common-places  of  a  public  reputation  his  voca- 
tion is  that  of  a  priest  and  his  avocation  is  that  of  a  writer. 

Knowing  and  admiring  his  attachment  to  his  high  and 
honorable  calling  and  the  splendor  of  his  poetic  genius,  we 
may  truthfully  repeat  of  him  that  which  W.  M.  Rossctti  wrote 
of  Felicia  Hemans:  "To  a  generous  nature  there  is  wedded 
literary  excellence  of  a  superior  order  and  a  sympathy  for 
sorrow  and  suffering  which  commands  our  respei-t."  Many 
of  Father  Dollard 's  best  poems  are  written  with  a  flow  and 
readiness  approaching  improvisation,  bis  high  and  noble  call- 
ing as  a  priest  and  the  genius  with  which  he  iS  gifted  combine 
to  inspire  a  passion  for  the  spiritual,  the  tender,  the  sympa- 
thetic, the  heroic — in  a  word,  the  beautiful.  Poetry  in  him  is  a 
gift  divine,  a  part  of  his  daily  life,  it  is  an  atmosphere  which 
touches  all  things  but,  as  it  was  said  of  the  poetry  of  Shelley : 
"Touches  them  like  a  sunbeam,  with  a  golden  finger." 

To  him,  in  history,  legend,  folk-lore,  in  scenery,  character 
and  religious  belief  poetry  is  a  cult  embracing  faith,  devotion 
and  patriotic  love,  a  trinity  of  high  ideals  finding  expression 
in  his  poems.    These  three  seem  to  direct  his  studies,  govern 
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liis  thoughts  and  give  warmth  and  color  to  his  inspirations. 
And  these  thoughts  and  inspirations  boar  to  the  reader  of  his 
poems  a  singular  impressiou  of  beauty,  belonging  as  much  to 
the  personality  of  the  priest  as  it  does  to  the  writings  of  the 
poet. 

His  poetry  addresses  itself  lo  the  imagination  and  to  the 
feelings,  and  is  characterized  by  richness  of  language  and 
wealth  of  inspired  thought.  Some  of  Father  Bollard's  poems 
are  splendid  productions  and  must  be  regarded  as  works  of 
art  in  themselves,  not  often,  in  our  day,  exceeded  for  beauty 
of  finish  clearness,  sweetness  and  strength.  Take  as  an 
example       s  stanza  from  "A  Lullaby." 

"Sleep!  Oh,  Sleep! 

For  the  crooning  winds  are  still. 
Dreamily  the  solemn  moon 

Qazes  o'er  the  haunted  hill, 
Fairy  bands  to  muffled  music  roam  the  heathei"  now 
at  will." 

'^  In  all  Father  Dollard's  poetry  there  is  a  wealth  of  beauty 
and  a  perfection  of  s  U  seldom  met  with  outside  the  pages  of 
great  composers.  To  this  beauty  and  skill  are  added  a  refine- 
ment of  lofty  thought  and  a-  aptitade  and  delicacy  of  expres- 
sion that,  at  once,  charm  and  delight  the  reader.  But  it  is 
when  he  sings  of  his  own  native  land— of  Tr»land— that  the 
voice  of  his  song  touches  the  core  of  our  iiearts.  Here,  in  his 
moments  of  highest  inspiration,  his  paths  are  in  the  land; 

"Where  love  walks  silent  hand  in  hand  with  the  Spirit 
of  God." 

IHWH  BALLAD  POETRY. 

The  .strength  of  a  nation's  genius  is  best  tested  by  its 
abstractions,  by  the  singing  of  songs,  the  weaving  of  folk-lore, 
the  half  unconscious  plaint  or  sigh,  or  the  lilt  of  the  melody. 

If  we  except  Greece  and  Palestine  no  land  in  history  had 
more  highly  honored  its  poets  than  Ireland.    The  Irisn  Bard 


6 


THE  POETRY  OF  FATHER  DOLLARD. 


WM  more  than  a  poet,  he  was  a  hUtorian,  he  wa«  the  voice  of 
hia  people,  the  songmaker  the  maker  of  ±e  saga*  of  his 
beloved  country  who  immon  ..  led  in  song  and  story  the  deeds 
of  a  chivalrous  race.  As  no  other  land  in  human  history  furn- 
ishes us  with  a  deeper  faith  or  more  sacrificial  devotion  than 
Ireland  it  was  but  natural  that  her  poets  gifted,  at  times,  as 
seers,  revelators  and  prophets,  should  be  the  voice  of  profound 
feelings  of  piety  and  patriotism.  And  so  we  find  in  Father 
Dollar<f's  Irish  lyrics  the  traditions  of  a  romantic  people 
intensified  and  re-vivified  in  commanding  wealth  of  language, 
of  metaphor,  trope  and  figure.  The  scenes  of  his  birth  and 
boyhood  awoke  within  him  memories  of  brave  men  and  fair 
women.  He  heard  the  call  of  the  spirit  uf  the  past  and  he 
answered  with  what  was  best  in  him.  Amid  the  wild  and 
rugged  hills  surrounding  him,  by  the  side  of  the  rushing  river 
or  flowing  stream  and  among  a  hospitable  people  who  yet 
retain  many  of  the  tender  and  venerable  customs  of  the  oUl 
times,  young  DoUard  imbibed  a  passionate  and  deep  love  for 
the  Irish  Celt.  The  splendor  and  scenic  ho"--  .'  of  Irish 
scenery,  its  sloping  hillsides,  its  waters,  wools  auu  rocks,  even 
the  very  soil  and  skies  of  his  own  Kilkenny  gave  birth  to  a 
fervid  devotion  and  enthusiasm  which  impart  to  his  lyrics  a 
value  and  charm  deepening  into  a  fascination. 

Of  all  his  Irish  ballads  the  best  known  probably,  is  the 
one  entitled  "Song  of  the  Little  Villages,"  which  was,  only 
the  other  day,  reproduced  by  those  high  class  magazines  of 
literature  "Current  Literature"  and  "The  Literary  Digest." 
Speaking  for  ourselves  we  regard  "The  Passing  of  the  Sidlie  ' 
as  his  masterpiece.  It  is  a  mystical  fairy  poem  of  which  the 
late  Canon  Sheehan  spoke  so  feelingly,  saying:  "It  thrills  me 
through  and  through  when  all  modem  verse  leaves  me  cold 
and  'nmoved."  This  weird  and  fascinating  poem  fills  the 
glens  with  the  plaintive  meanings  of  the  spirits  of  the  air, 
lamer  ag  the  death  of  the  old  beliefs  in  the  Sidhe  and  the 
gradual  decay  in  the  minds  of  the  peasantry  of  the  existence 
of  fairies  and  the  "good  people."  ""he  poet  describes  the 
fairy-army  leaving  for  ever  in  '  ^ess  their  ancient  and 
beloved  haunts.  V 
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There  is  weeping  on  Cnoc-Aulin  and  on  hoary  Slievc-na-mon, 
There  8  a  weary  wind  careering  over  haggard  Knocknaree; 

By  the  broken  mound  of  Allen 

Sad  B8  death  the  voices  calling, 
Calling  ever,  wailing  ever  for  the  paMing  of  the  Shee! 

Where  the  hunting-call  of  Oflsian  waked  the  woods  of  Olen-na 

mar, 
Where  the  Fianna's  hoarse  cheering  -'enced  noisy   Kssaroe, 
Like  the  homing  swallows  meet.ng, 
Like  a  beaten  host  retreating, 
Hear  them  sobbing  as  they  hurry  from  .he  tiillt.  they  used  to 
know ! 

There's  a  haunted  hazel  standing  o.i  a  grim  and  gloomy  scaur. 
Tossing  ceaselessly  its  branches,  like  a  keener  o'er  the  dead; 

Deep  around  it  press  the  masses 

Of  the  Slaugh-shee  that  passes 
To  the  moan  of  fairy  music  timing  well  thefr  muffle*^  tread ! 

I'ame  a  wail  of  mortal  anguish  o'er  the  night-enshrouded  sea, 
Sudden  death  o'er-took  the  aged  whi!*?  the  infant  cried  in  fear; 

And  the  dreamers  on  their  pillows 

Heard  the  beat  of  bursting  billov  s. 
And  the  rumble  and  th"        *hm  of  an  array  passing  near! 

They  have  left  the  unbelieving-past  and    gone    their    gentle 

sway, 

Lonely  now  the  rath  enchanted,  eerie  glen  and  wild  crannoge. 
But  the  sad  wind,  unforgetting. 
Calls  them  back  with  poignant  fretting 

Snatching  songs  of  elfin  sorrow  from  the  strriams  of  Tir-na-uog! 

Father  Dollard  follows  no  school  or  paity.  As  a  literary 
artist  and  original  thinker  he  is  a  law  unto  himself.  When 
W.  B.  Yates  ai.  1  the  Neo-Celtic  school  of  thought  were  intro- 
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duccd  to  Irish  thinkers  the  poet  had  already  done  much  of  his 
best  work.  Even  then  he  sang  of  Ireland  as  he  saw  her 
through  the  mists  of  the  past  and  knew  her  in  the  days  of  his 
boyhood.  He  sang  of  the  splendid  charm  of  her  hills  glorified 
by  history  and  legend ;  of  the  rippling  laughter  of  her  streams ; 
the  verdant  luxuriance  of  her  fields  and  hedge-rows  where 
lark  and  linnet  warble  all  dny  long.  But  it  is  when  he  lovingly 
dwells  on  the  yearnings  and  aspirations,  the  joys  and  the 
sorrows  which  mingle  in  one  long  swelling  diapason  of  music, 
in  the  unfathomable  soul  of  the  Gael  that  he  rises  to  supreme 
heights  and  becomes: 


"Kindly  Irish  of  the  Irish, 
Neither  German,  nor  Italian." 


All  through  these  stirring  and  patriotic  lyrics  there  are  lines 
and  passages  of  tender  melody  and  beauty  which,  once  read 
remain  in  our  memory  as  notes  of  exquisite  music  heard  afar 
off.  The  atmosphere  of  his  poems  partakes,  at  times,  of  inspir- 
ation and  his  felicity  in  choice  of  words  is  in  itself  an  art.  We 
arc  in  thorough  accord  with  the  sentiment  to  which  William 
O'Brien,  M.P.  for  Cork,  gave  expression  when  he  wrote:  "The 
iiitluence  of  the  poetry  of  Father  Bollard  is  as  true  and  holy 
as  that  of  the  Angelus  Bell  which  holds  Millet's  peasants  in 
its  spell."  Many,  and  some  of  the  most  pathetic  of  his  Irish 
ballads,  have  been  wi'itten  since  he  came  to  Canada.  Like  the 
wood-thrush,  whose  notes  are  sweetest  the  further  it  is  from  its 
own  nest,  Father  DoUard  sings  most  touchingly  when  far 
away  from  liis  own  beloved  country.  And  there  are  here  in 
Canada  enough  Celtic  blood  and  warmth  of  temperament, 
enough  too  of  Gaelic  ear  for  melody  to  appreciate  in  his  writ- 
ings that  marvellous  charm  which  will  make  his  poems  sur- 
vive in  our  Canadian  literature.  From  among  a  sheaf  of  his 
poems  written  since  he  came  to  Canada,  take  as  an  example, 
that  singular  dirge.  "The  Banshee,"  a  sad  but  infinitely  touch- 
ing lament,  the  pathos  of  which  creeps  over  the  aoul  like  the 
calm  coming  of  moonlight  over  the  dark  earth.  It  is  like,  in 
its  realism  unto  an  exquisitely  chiseled  statue  where  the  cun- 
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ning  of  the  scliiptor  gives  to  the  inert  marble  all  the  warmth 
and  vitality  of  a  soul.  The  poem  ends  in  a  swift  (Kfitato  pmile 
—a  breathing,  hungering,  trembling  movement,  descriptive  of 
fright  and  uncertainty  and  a  vague,  impulsive  fear  lest  the 
crooning  of  the  apparition  may  indeed  portend  sorrow  and 
tears.  It  reminds  you  of  the  moaning  auiong  pities  and 
cypresses. 

"THE  BANSHEE.  " 


Back  thro"  the  hills  I  hurried  home 

Ever  my  boding  soul  would  say: — 

Mother  and  sister  bid  Thee  come, 
Long,  too  long  has  been  thy  stay. 

Stars  shone  out,  but  the  moon  was  pale. 

Touched  by  a  black  cloud's  ragged  rim, 

Sudden  I  heard  the  Banshee's  wail 

Where  Malmor's  war-tower  rises  grim! 

Quickly  I  strode  across  the  slope. 

Passed  the  grove  and  the  Fairy  Mound 

(Gloomy  the  moat  where  blind  owls  mope) 
Scarcely  breathing   I  glanced  around! 

Mother  of  mercy !  there  she  sat, 

A  woman  clad  in  a  snow-white  shroud, 
Streamed  her  hair  to  the  damp  moss-mat 

White  the  face  on  her  bosom  bowed! 

'Spirit  of  Woe"  I  eager  cried. 

Tell  me  none  that  I  love  has  gone. 

Cold  is  the  grave ;  my  accents  died— 
The  Banshee  lifted  her  face  so  wan. 

Pale  and  wan  as  the  waning  moon. 

Seen  when  the  sun-spears  herald  dawn! 

Ceased  all  sudden  her  dreary  croon 

Full  on  my  own  her  wild  eyes  shone ! 
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Burned  and  seared  my  inmost  soul 

(When  shall  sorrow  depart  from  met) 

Black-winged  terror  upon  me  stole 
Blindly  gaping,  I  turned  to  flee ! 

Back  by  the  grove  and  haunted  mound, 

O'er  the  lone  road  I  know  not  how, 
Hearkened  afar  my  baying  hound 

Home  at  last  at  the  I'w  hill's  brow! 

Lone  the  cottage — the  door  flung  wide, 

Four  lights  burned — oh,  sight  of  dread ! 

Breathing  a  prayer,  I  rushed  inside, 

"Mercy,  God!"  'twas  my  mother,  dead! 

Dead  and  white  as  the  fallen  leaf, 

(Kneeling,  my  sister  prayed  near  by), 

Wild  as  I  wrestled  with  my  grief. 

Far  and  faint  came  the  Banshee's  cry! 

All  of  his  poems  are  of  singular  beauty  and  of  chaste 
imagination  and  many  of  them  of  great  power  and  passion. 
Some  among  them  are  distinguished  for  their  deep  pathos  and 
exquisite  diction  and  are  often  surrounded  by  an  atmosphere 
of  mystery  and  awe. 

But  the  poet's  visions  are  clearest  when  his  spirit  visits 
the  scenes  of  his  boyhood.    His  paths  are  in  the  land 

a 

"Where  love  walks  silent  hand  in  hand 
With  the  spirit  of  God." 

and,  when  day  flames  high,  he  recalls  the  heroes  of  his  native 
land  and  re-reads  the  full  pages  of  her  glorious  history. 

HIS  SONNETS. 

There  is  perhaps,  no  other  form  of  poetry  into  which 
there  has  been  poured,  at  times,  less  genuine  poetry  than  that 
of  the  sonnet.  Like  Young's  "Night  Thoughts,"  sonnets  have 
been  more  praised  than  read.  To  achieve  success  in  this 
department  of  literature  implies  the  possession  of  a  high  order 
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of  talent  and  a  masterful  technique.  The  artistic  splendor 
which  illumines  the  works  of  such  sonneteers  as  Mrs.  Browning, 
Tennyson,  Shakespeare,  Milton  and  Dante  Gabriel  Bossetti  is 
a  menace  to  discourage  anyone  who  aspires  to  excellence  or 
hopes  to  win  a  literary  reputation.  The  sonnet  is  intended  to 
express  truth,  beauty,  wisdom  and  art,  but  not  feeling. 
Like  Hawthorne's  "Marble  Faun,"  or  Canova's  "Wrestler," 
it  demands  infinite  pains  on  the  part  of  the  artist.  He  who  has 
the  deftest  touch  produces  the  best  sonnets.  In  this  classic 
form  of  verse  Father  Bollard's  success  has  been  so  marked 
that  Joyce  Kilmer— a  noted  poet  who  edits  the  poetry-page  of 
the  Literary  Digest — does  not  hesitate  to  acknowledge  that 
Father  DoUard  is  now  writing  better  sonnets  than  any  one  in 
the  British  Isles  or  in  America.  Take,  for  example,  this 
masterpiece  on 

JOAN  OF  ABC. 

Domremy's  tender  Maid  shall  walk  no  more 

The  woodland  glades  and  hear  her  voices  call. 
War's  thunders  that  the  stoutest  hearts  appall 

Crash  on  her  ears,'— her  mail  is  splashed  with  gore ! 
God's  veuging  Angel  she  affrights  them  all, 
Scourging  them  from  the  ravaged  fields  of  Gaul 

Back  to  the  shelter  of  their  island  shore. 

But  hold!    what  sight  is  this  nigh  Rouen's  wall 
Mine  eyes  are  blasted  by  yon  flaring  brand! 
As  Christ  was  slain  Who  came  to  mend  man's  fall 

They  burn  the  saintly  Maid  that  saved  the  land ! 
O'er  the  grim  city  horror  hangs  a  pall 

And  veiled  in  dread  the  blood-smeared  bastions  stand ! 


For  his  sonnets  Father  Dollard  often  uses  the  Shakes- 
pearean form — the  combination  of  three  quatrains  and  a  coup- 
let—which George  Eliot,  almost  alone  among  modern  writers, 
has  used  with  su'^cess.  But  while  many  of  the  poe*  priest's 
sonnets  are  Shakespearean    in  dress,    they    are    not    Shakes- 
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pearean  in  theme.  He  writes  of  the  sea,  of  the  march  of  time, 
of  the  soiil  and  its  dwelling  place  and  of  the  heroic  dead. 
There  are  few  contemporary  writers  who  could  express  a  great 
and  subtle  admiration  for  the  slain  in  battle  so  clearly  and  so 
poignantly  as  he  does  in,  for.  example,  this  memorable  sonnet 
on  the  poet  Rupert  Brooke,  quoted  so  -videly  in  England  and 
the  United  States.  Brooke  perished  of  sun-stroke  at  the 
Dardanelles. 

BUPEBT  BROOKE. 

Slain  by  the  arrows  of  Apollo,  lo, 

The  well-boloved  of  the  Muses  lies 

On  Lemnos'  Isle  'neath  blue  and  classic  skies. 

And  hears  th'  Aegean  waters  ebb  and  flow; 

How  strange  his  beauteous  soul  should  choose  to  go 
Out  from  its  body  in  this  hallowed  place, 
Where  Poesy  and  Art's  undying  grace 

Still  breathe,  and  pipes  of  Pan  still  murmur  low ! 

Here  shall  he  rest  untroubled,  knowing  well 

That  faithful  hearts  shall  hold  his  memory  dear, 
Moved  to  affection  weak  words  cannot  tell 

By  his  short,  splendid  life  that  knew  no  fear; 
Beloved  of  the  gods!  the  gods!  have  ta'en 

Their  Ganymede,  by  bright  Apollo  slain! 

HIS  SPIRITUAL  AND  DEVOTIONAL  POEMS. 

In  the  spiritual  or  religious  poems  of  Father  Dollard 
there  is  a  harmony  of  beauty,  delicacy  and  tenderness  which 
awake  our  sympatlucs  and  appeal  strongly  to  our  sense  of 
devotion.  Beautiful  are  the  laurels  of  talent;  but  they  are 
supremely  so  when,  in  the  crown  of  the  poet,  they  are  inter- 
woven with  the  fair  and  imperishable  flowers  of  piety  and 
faith.  In  this  strenuous  age  we  need  an  order  of  men  of 
lofty  intellectual  endowment.  We  need,  and  we  say  it  rever- 
ently, an  intellectual  high  priesthood  standing  behind  t-j 
inner  veil  of  reverence  and  truth,  patiently  watching  before 
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the  ark  and  mercy  seat  for  the  divine  revdntions  and  giving 
them  out  to  the  Levites  and  the  lower  mini  rs  of  the  temple. 
Standing  in  the  very  front  rank  of  this  intellectual  priesthood 
is  Father  DoUard,  the  spiritual  purity  of  whose  writings  forms 
a  meritorious  contrast  to  the  sensuous  luxury  of  poems  like 
those  of  Owen  Merideth  and  Bulwer  Lytton.  In  his  religious 
poetry  there  is  an  elegance,  a  refinement  and  a  chasteness  of 
thought  and  expression  that  is  rarely,  if  ever,  foiind  far  apart 
from  a  pure  intellect  and  a  clean  heart.  All  poetry  is  but  a 
shadow  of  shadows  and  destitute  of  vitality  if  it  be  not 
animated  with  the  soul  of  the  poet.  In  many  of  Father 
Bollard's  devotional  poems  there  is  an  infinite  perspective  of 
deep  spiritual  life  and  a  sincere  ad'-iration  of  the  good,  the 
pure  and  the  beautiful.  Read  over  this  tender  and  sweet 
"Nocturne"  in  which  clarity  and  precision  of  diction  are 
wedded  to  detp  sympathy  and  reverent  appeal: 

Sweet  Lord  how  dotn  it  fare  with  Thee,  alone 
Here  on  Thine  altar  when  the  creeping  gloom 
Sifts  through  the  windows,  and  the  weary  world 
Is  drowned  in  dreams ;  when  over  the  hushed  fields 

The  night-fog,  like  a  sheeted  phantom  looms? 
What  thinkest  Thou,  0  Lord,  that  vigil  keep'st 
Like  the  untiring  and  undying  stars? 
Do  wondrous  memories  arise  of  nights 
At  Nazareth  when  with  Mary  Thou  didst  watch 

The  moon  o'er  Moab's  mountains  sail  serene. 
Or  when  with  Peter  and  the  fishermen 
Thou  saw'st  the  myriad  orbs  reflected  fair 
In  Silver  Galilee? 

Or,  dearest  Lord 
Dost  ponder  Thou  that  woeful  night  of  fear 
And  tumult  and  dismay,  when  to  end  fro 
Through  Zion's  streets  the  mocking  rabble  surged 
Till  r*.  the  cry  of  chanticleer,  there  flushed 
The    arid  dawn  that  ushered  Calvary, 
With  ominous  hollow  sound  of  plank  on  plank : 
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Or  take  again  the  "Profession"  which  so  pathetically  describes 
the  mystical  espousals  of  Catholic  Virgins  to  their  Lord  and 
Saviour : 

A  holy  stillness  fills  the  very  air 

The  tapers  flicker  and  the  organ  sobs 

Like  a  soft  wind; — almost  the  heart's  deep  throbs 

Are  heard  aloud  and  whisperings  o£  prayer. 

DoAvn  the  aisle  they  go,  Christ's  chosen  fair 

Leaving  the  world  and  all  its  vaunted  hopes 
To  walk  with  Him  on  Calvary's  mystic  slopes 

And  find  "the  peace  that  all  surpasseth"  there. 


And  down  that  aisle  the  Saviour  with  them  goes, 
The  wonder  of  His  presence  all  can  feel 
The  perfume  of  His  garme:  ts  breathes  around : 

High  Heaven  is  opened  and  its  bliss  o'erflows 
Along  the  way  where  radiant  angels  kneel- — 

Their  chosen  spouse,  His  chosen  ones  have  found. 


P 


When  St.  Paul  quoted  the  Greek  poet  on  the  hill  of  Mars 
and  touched  with  delicate  sympathy  on  the  religious  spirit  of 
the  Athenians  who  had  erected  an  altar  to  the  "Unknown 
God"  he  dwelt  on  the  Resurrection  of  Jesus  Christ  from  the 
tomb  and  on  the  birth  of  the  son  of  the  Unknown  God.  No 
poet  since  the  memorable  address  of  the  Apostle  of  the  Gen- 
tiles has  written  more  beautifully  or  more  sympathetically 
of  that  wondrous  birth  than  Father  DoUard  in  his  "Christmas 
Hymn."  This  notable  poem  or  hymn  was  set  to  music,  com- 
posed by  one  of  the  ladies  of  St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Toronto, 
and  rendered  with  full  choral  accompaniment  in  the  Convent 
Chapel  last  Christmas.  It  was  a  remarkable  compliment  paid 
to  a  remarkable  man.  The  limitations  of  space  confine  us  to 
these  two  stanzas: 
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Be  your  childlike  faith  undimmed, 

Gloria!  Gloria! 
This  is  Whom  the  prophets  hymned, 

Gloria  in  Exoelsis! 
See  Him  in  the  crib  recline, 
Guarded  by  the  wondering  kine. 
Low !  your  mystic  God  and  mine ! 

In  Excelsis  '  eo. 


This  is  He  upraised  shall  die, 

Gloria!  Gloria! 
While  His  lightnings  limn  the  sky! 

Gloria  in  Excelsis! 
Dread  with  portents,  girt  with  fears, 
This  is  He  shall  whelm  the  spheres, 
When  His  day  of  wrath  appears ! 

In  Excelsis  Deo ! 

Father  DoUard  is  a  charming  writer  whose  poetry  carries 
all  grace  of  ornament— polished  periods,  figurative   language 
and  a  great  degree  of  purity  in  the  ch^'ce  of  his  words.    In  the 
mode  of  expression  most  natural  to  him  there  is  no  straining 
after  effect,  nor  apparently  any  appeal  for  popuU.rity.    His 
poems  are  pure  and  lofty  carrying  a  protest  against  what 
Alfred  de  Musset  characterized  as  the   cadavereuse    et     tnfecte 
His  book  entitled  "Poems"  calls  back  to  our  memory  Keat's 
description  of  the  orange-tree,  with  its  "Golden  Lamps  hid  in 
a  Night  of  Green,"  or  of  those  Hondurian  gardens  where  the 
pomegranate  and  the  apricot  grow  'neath  the  shadow  of  the 
cypress.    Next  year,  possibly,  he  will  publish  a  second  edition 
of  his  book  which  will  carry  all  those  superb  poems  which 
have  been  written  since  the  first  edition  was  marketed. 

THE  VERY  REV.  W.  R.  HARRIS. 


